KHOR DHAHIYA

brilliant light. A winter's day in Switzerland affords a
comparison - the feel of the yielding substance underfoot
and a glorious exhilaration in the air.

At last, after passing a dune system called Thurub bin
Imani, which was said to mark the half-way point between
the sweet water of Khor Dhahiya and the brackish water-
hole of Bin Hamuda lying to the north-east, the going
became easier, for we changed course and steered north for
long stretches along the sand valleys that here have a north-
easterly axis, between the mighty dunes.

Just before sunset a halt was cried.

'Khor Dhahiya!' shouted my party as we couched our
camels. I ran to the brow of the hill before me and,
concealing myself, looked down into a mighty sand valley
running north-east and south-west, and here perhaps a
mile wide. In its bed, three hundred feet below, a green
patch marked our objective, the famous water-hole, where
Shaikh Salih was to have met me with a fresh relay of
' camels on the fourth day of the moon. To-day was the
fifth, so that I was a day late, but signs of Salih or his party
there were none - only silent naked spaces.

For prudence' sake we halted short for the evening, in
scanty pastures, while two of our number took their water-
skins and at once trudged off by a wide detour; down into
the valley to spy out the land. I watched with my telescope
their microscopic figures at the hole, and wondered whether
an enemy lay lurking near. But after a careful search of the
whole area they turned back unmolested, while I, waiting
expectant for their news, watched their foreshortened
figures growing as they climbed the sands until the sun
went down and darkness came over the scene. The tidings
were at once good and bad news. Neither friend nor foe
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